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But we get all our due;
Siva proclaims His will.
Vast munificence and bounties
Wait on this land;
But that boy, a brahmin, of great descent,
Seems to have shuttled
All the routines proper to his life
And have taken, whole time
To Gosamrakshana.
Son of Yecchadatta! How can he be otherwise But one of two extremes At once both.
Do you call him bad? No, I call him designed.
How!
Like the Yupa column On which could abide Swan and Eagle Of Brahma and Vishnu Who tried to trace The extremes of our Lord-The feet and the crest, The nadir and the zenith, The Womb and the Word.
What do you say?
Vicchu has behind him Much good. I cannot Put your faith In my illustrations Of the unknown.
Kasyapa Gotra!
Sweetness mingles with the sour, Keyed to two thoughts-Thoughts too stern for The frail frame of our bodies.
The brahmins here conduct Very many yagnas;ack. Milk everywhere in profusion Spilling, splashing, spraying And cascading; the soil is Awash with a fervour And radiance, milk-whilte Outlustred by the milk of kindness, Milk of kine-ness!e?hour
